Book 17 — Stranger at the Gates

Well, what have we
here? Two casto“s,
cacl] more raggcd

than the ot']\er!

Eumacus, Wl‘lCl’e (.].I(l you find

such a beggar? Give him to me;

Il put him to work scraping
stalls. Ha! No, he's learned his
(lodges too well. He'd rather
l)eg than do honest work.

Be careful in the pa]acc,
l)cggar! If you try your
tricks there, you may get taste!

blows instead of alms.

Friencl, I'm sure this
must be O(lysseus's hall.

[t's magnificent!

Itis. I'll goin

first. Follow me
slmrtly. 1 lmpc you
find the suitors in

a gdenerous ll‘l()O[l.

Father Zeus, hear my prayer:

tl‘lCSL’ swine proper manners.

l')ring Odysscus back to teach all

Your bark’s worse than

your bite, swinel‘tercl.
As for me, I pray
Apollo brings down -
Telemachus with a
golden shaft. Then 11l

ship im no time!

have yrou off in a slave !

Have no {ear {O\‘
me. l'\'c su“cre(l my

sharc ()[ l)lOWS.




Argos is his name. Odysscus raised him from a pup,

\Wlly does this (log lie in

> was -g y ']1 *n |1.is master lcft for
the dung here? He looks and he was not full-grown whe

like | icht e hav Troy — yet he was the fastest and/bravest in the hunt,
1Re he might once have ’ 7

been a fine hound. Old age and misery
are his masters now.
He's waited almost

twenty years for

D(Iysscus to return.
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Who is this beggar?

Where did he come from?

Eumaeus, give this to the
l)cggar, and tell him not
to be s]Iy but to ask each

suitor for more.

Listen to me a moment, my lords.
I've seen this man before, outside
on the road. 1 don't lknow his name
or where he hails from, but the

swincherd l)muglﬂ him here.

What, Eumaeus, bringing foreign

l)cggars lwrc to scavcngc? Are we

not eating your pigs fast enougl],

without inviting more mouths to
the table?




Thank you, Antinoos, for your kind concern If each maan gave him

about my goods, but don't l)egrudgc the as much aas [ wi“, we'd

l)cggar— [ ask you all to soon be ritid of him!
give gcncrously to him.

There's plenty here.

Come, sir, you're not the poorest man ‘\crc,, l)y

your ]OO]\‘S. l\'O, l'(,l Sﬂy you'rc tl’lC nu])]est, ﬂlnd 50
vou should give the most. 1, too, was a rich man,

till fortune l)roug]ﬁ me low. [ led a crew of men

to Egypt once —

Good gm]s, what
evil wind blew
in this pest? Get

('l“'ﬂ,)’ {l’O m l'I]C!

Think youl get

lt’“ a plty )’Oll I'ld\"(.‘ more l()()L‘S

than sense. You sit there eating away with hat?

),
another man’s {m)(l, and won't

give me a few scraps.

god in (lisguisc?

You shouldn't have done that,

Antinoos. What if he was a

Who is this stranger

you've brought? Does

l]c l\a\"C ﬂl'ly news

{I'Olll al)road?

Lady, the fellow
cscapcd from
sla\'crs, but he
says that once
he was a rich
man in Crete.
His stories are
marvelous.

| stayc(] up
listening to him
all niglll and
never grew tired

of them.




He claims to have heard news of
vour husband, too — near at hand
in the rich land of Thesprotia, he

says. The gocls grant it may be so.

Bring him here.
[ wish to hear his

story for myself.

DOOR TO — Beauly and Blows

in my place.

What, did you
not bring him?

D()es l\e I'C{ll se

my request?

No, but he is afraid — and wisely toq, I think — to
stir the suitors’ jealous violence. He says it is better
to wait until night, when the suitors leave and you

can question him in private.

That })cggar
is no fool.
He sees how
it might go
with these
bullies.

Get up, old man, and
shove off. You're sitting

There's room here for two, and
plcnty of food to be had for a

fellow l)eggar. On]y drop pots

talk of {igl‘ltil)g. It

might annoy me.

Oho! Listen
to him! Rough
talk. I'll knock
every tooth out

O{ your |'l(.‘a(l,

old fool.




Friends, what have we here? The gods

|
Listen now, whoever wins this l)outf
have sent us such an entertainment as

will have the choicest dinner meat:
the goat's stomach stuffed with blood
and fat, lying there on the fire. Ana

tl‘lc lOSCl‘ Will never come l)egging I

we never COllld l]ave llopecl {Ol’: Il'l.lS (’llld

the stranger will fight for their supper!

round here again! ]

An old man has no business
fighting a young l)uc'e, but my
stomach drives me on. I'll do it;
on]y let no one
intervene to

help either

Irus asked for
it, and now
hell get it.

The thighs this
fellow had under

his rags!

}You spinelcss sack of guts! Afraid of an old
| nan? Listen to me: if you let him beat you, Tll
| chip you off to King Echitus in Epirus. I hear
]: he likes to skin men alive, after he rips out

1 their guts to feed to his hunting dogs.
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’ Well done, You put that

| old man! parasite out of

business.

May Zeus fill
your pouch
and grant your

desires.

| You are z\mplﬁno—
mus, son of Nisus
of Dulicl‘lion, are

=
you not?

You seem like a sensible lad.
\Vlly not quit the company
of these vultures? Mark my
words: if you L’ccp on like
this, some catastrophe will

l)e[a" you (1”

Here you go,
old-timer. Good
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Now is the time to I:uryclcla. ]eccp the maids It's gond that vou've

hide the weapons. taken an interest in such

things. It should have

])l.‘l,‘ll (]()HC long ago.

in their quarters while 1

move Father's arms to the

storeroom. ' ]10)' ve gotten

dark with the smoke.

Father! Where does

that light come from?

The gods provide it. Keep

quiet, and remember that

Now get yourself to bed.

Your mother will want to

question me in the hall.




